

The Tragedy 

More dire Full hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched by the death ofthee; 

Thau I can wilh to adders, fpiders, toades, 

Or any creeping vcNomde thing that hues. 

Ifeuer he hauc child abortiue be it, 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to lights 
Whole vgly and vnnaturall afpett, ° 

May fright the hopefull mother at the view. 

Ifeuer he haue wife, let her be made 
As miferablc by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chertfey with your holy loadc 
T aken from Paulcs to be interred there:" 

And iliil as you are weary ofthc waight, 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries corfe. • 

Enter Glocefier. 

G/o, Stay you thatbearc the corfe and fet it downe. 

La. What blackc magician coniures vp this fiend. 

To (top dcuoted charitable dcedcs. 

G/ 0 . Villaine fet downe the corfe, or by S.Paule* 
lie make a corfe of him that difobeics. 

Gent. My Lord, ftand backe and let the coffin paffe. 
G/o. Vnmancrd dog, ftand thou when I command, 
Aduance thy halbert higher than my breft 
Or by Saint Paul Ilcfirike thcetomy lioote, 

And fpurne vpon thee begeer forthy boldncs. 

La. What doe you tremble.are you all afraid i 
Atos.Iblamc you not, for youarc mortall. 

And mortall eies cannot endure the dxuell, 

Auauntthou dreadfullminifterofhcll, 

Thouhadft but power oucr his mortall bodv, 

His foule thou canft not haue, therefore be gone. 

Gfo. Sweete Saint, for Charity be not fo curft. 

La. Foule Di ucll, for Cods fake hence & trouble VS nof> 
Tor thou haft made the happy earth thy hell: 

Frld it with curling cries and deepe exclaimes. 

If thou delight to view thy hainous deedes, 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 


Richard the third. 

Oh gentlemen Fee, fee dead Henries woundes, 

Open their congealdmouthes and blecdc afrefn. 

Blufb blufb thou lumpe of foule deformity. 

For tis thy prefence that exhales this bloud, 

From cold and empty vcines where no bloud dwells. 

Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturall. 

Oh God which this bloud madeft,reuenge his death. 

Oh earth which this bloud diinkft, reuengc his death: 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the murtherer dead. 
Or earth gape open wide and cate him quicke. 

As thou doeft fwallow vp this good Kings bloud, 

Which his hell-gouernd atme hath butchered. 

Glo. L^dy you know no rules of charity. 

Which renders good for bad,blefsings for curfes. 

Lady. Villaine thou knovyeft no law of God nor mans 
No beaftfb fierce but knowes fbme touch of pitty. 

Glo. But I know tionte, and therefore am no beafh - ! 
Lady Oh wonderful l wheri J^iuels tell the troth, 

G/». "More wonderfull when Angels are fo ang<y 
Voutfafe deuine perfection of a woman. 

Of thefe fuppofed euils to giue me leaue. 

By circumftance but to acquitemy felfe. 

La. Vouchfafe defufed infection ofa man. 

For thefe knownc euils but to giue me leaue, 

By circumftance to curfc thy curfedfelfc. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient Icifure to excufe my felfe. 

La, Fouler then heart can thinke thee thou canft make 

No excufe currant but to hang thy feife . 

Glo. By filch defpairef fhduld ac-ctife my felfe. 

Lad. And by defpairirig fhbuldft tho.u ftand eXCufde, 
For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didft vnworthy (laughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that I flew them not. 1 '• 

La. Why then they are not dead, 

But dead they are, and diuelilh flaue by thee, 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 




